The Axe of God
ACT - II                        SCENE - IV
Same day Afternoon. Datta, Valli at home.
Datta:            I am resolved.
I shall correct my son.
(A brahmin arrives.)
Datta:           Welcome to you.
Brahmin:        I am here, sir,
Hopelessly sad to tell
You of your son.
He does not respect any elders,
He doesn't come to the temple,
He is self-willed.
What type of Puja is his?
What a waste he makes of milk?
The cows are not any longer ours;
We do not know the quiddity of his whim.
Has he mesmerized them all?
They splash* milk at their will.
We do not know;
Nor does he seem to know.
What is the nature of his abhisheka?
Mud and sand made miry with milk,
With ash awash.
When the cows low
It is music to him.
He is deaf when we speak.
His place is the patasala,
Not the grazing ground;
Brahmacharis, not cows and calves,
Must be his companions;
He must serve his Guruur eyes! When we can't fold our hands In worship before His form What use are our shoulders! Ekam, perform a manasa puja, Perform a pradhakshana, Hail Him and Her who is their ears To me in utter fixation And listen to Siva's name.
